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It  did  grow  doubly  interesting  and  I  asked  the  deck  steward  what  sort  of  wind 
he  would  call  it  and  his  thoroughly  English  answer  was  delightful  -  "This  is  no 
wind.  Miss,  this  is  but  a  bit  of  a  zephyr."  In  answer  to  my  appeal  for  the 
different  stages  he  volunteered  this  -  "First  Miss,  comes  a  bit  of  a  zephyr,  then 
a  zephyr,  then  a  moderate  wind,  a  wind,  a  high  wind,  a  half  a  gale  and  a  gale." 
My  next  question  -  "When  shall  we  have  racks  for  the  tables."  -  was  laughed 
to  scorn.  "No  racks  this  trip  on  this  ship,  we  have  had  them  on  but  twice  this 
year,  had  we  been  on  the  Teutonic  tonight  we  would  have  needed  them  but  that 
boat  is  very  fast  very  light  and  stops  for  nothing." 

We  stayed  out  just  as  long  as  the  law  would  allow  (  eleven,  o'clock  )  , 
finally  as  the  wind  seemed  to  grow  more  and  more  we  scrambled  forth  from  our 
wet  salty  steamer  rugs  and  away  for  the  hurricane  deck.  Never  in  my  life 
have  I  experienced  anything  like  that  before-mentioned  "zephyr"  -  it  makes  me 
really  wonder  what  a  gale  can  be  like.  After  being  blown  hopelessly  along  we 
decided  what  a  gale  can  be  like.  After  being  blown  hopelessly  along  we  decided 
that  we  had  done  everything  but  go  to  bed  so  away  to  our  births  was  the  next 
step . 


Such  a  roll  and  rock  as  we  had  -  in  the  middle  of  the  night  there  was 
a  crash  bang  and  a  scream.  I  was  more  or  less  excited  until  I  found  that  it  was 
nothing  more  or  less  serious  than  the  fall  of  an  upper  birth  and  Incidentally  the 
fall  of  the  young  lady  occupant.  It  proved  to  be  more  serious  for  the  young  lady 
lower  than  for  the  upper. 


